or him a jealous, treacherous, selfish man, like Leontes in The
Tale. But I couldnt belittle Othello in that way; so, like a fool, I
belittled him the other way by making him the dupe of a farcical
trick with a handkerchief that wouldnt have held water off the
stage for five minutes. Thats why the play is no use with a
thoughtful audience. It's nothing but wanton mischief and
murder. I apologize for it; though, by Jingo 11 should like to see
any of your modern chaps write anything half so good."
"I always said that Emilia was the real part for the leading
lady," said the costumier.
"But you didnt change your mind about me," pleaded lago.
"Yes I did," said Shakespear. "I started on you with a quite
clear notion of drawing the most detestable sort of man I know:
a fellow who goes in for being frank and genial, unpretentious
and second rate, content to be a satellite of men with more style,
but who is loathsomely coarse, and has that stupid sort of selfish-
ness that makes a man incapable of understanding the mischief
his dirty tricks may do, or refraining from them if there is the
most wretched trifle to be gained by them. But my contempt and
loathing for the creature—what was worse, the intense boredom
of him—beat me before I got into the second act. The really true
and natural things he said were so sickeningly coarse that I
couldnt go on fouling my play with them. He began to be clever
and witty in spite of me. Then it was all up. It was Richard HI
over again. I made him a humorous dog. I went further: I gave
him my own divine contempt for the follies of mankind and for
himself, instead of his own proper infernal envy of man's divinity.
That sort of thing was always happening to me. Some plays it
improved; but it knocked the bottom out of Othello. It doesnt
amuse really sensible people to see a woman strangled by mis-
take* Of course some people would go anywhere to see a woman
strangled, mistake or no mistake; but such riff-raff are no use to
me, though their money is as good as anyone else's."
The bust, whose powers of conversation were beginning to
alarm the costumier, hard pressed as he was for time, was about
to proceed,when the door flew open and Lady Macbeth rushed
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